THE   BALKANS   TO-DAY                    257

even in spite of Ataturk's clothes, the men and women are
sharply individualized, and you will recognize, if you have
travelled in the East, mountaineers, plainsmen, scholars,
brigands, peasants, Greek shopkeepers, Whirling Der-
vishes, Devil Worshippers from Mosul, descendants of
the Crusaders, Jews from the Spanish Migration, and Cir-
cassians whose daughters have caused men to die for
bliss: the whole Near East in pageant, with its carpets
and hookas and hashish.

But what a misery has come to San Sofia! I remember
it as a place of prayer, with its dim lights, and doves, and
rich carpets laid askew, a place of worship and traditions,
with eye-enchanting and ear-entrancing harmonies. I
used to see soldiers praying there, and used to hear the
voice of the Imam sending up to the archangels and saints
and Emperors of long ago the resonant petitions of
Mahomed, on whom be peace! It was a beautiful shrine.
To-day it is a bare Byzantine museum. Archaeologists
may be interested in the frescoes now uncovered: they
leave me cold.

The Turks have good cause to distrust their own and
other religious leaders. During the last days of the Cali-
phate all the ecclesiastical authorities of the Moslem world
sided with the Sultan against Ataturk's Nationalists, Nor
were their Holinesses the (Ecumenical Patriarch of the
Orthodox Church, the Bulgarian Exarch, the Armenian
Patriarch, the Papal Legate, or the Grand Rabbi of the
Jews better disposed to the rebels of Ankara.

To-day, in new Ankara, there is not a church or
mosque. When the French wanted to build a private
chapel by their Embassy they were asked not to make it
too conspicuous, as it would spoil the aspect of the
"laicised city." Mullahs going to call the Faithful to
prayer may not do so in their robes and turban: they
must wear an overcoat and a slouch hat until safely within
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